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Summer 1961 Prose Poetry and Art

Antonick

Summer Things
Summer,
Nature’s fructifying season.
Developed seeds for harvesting.
Daisies,
Summer’s queens robed in white with crowns
of gold.
Skylarks,
Busy now with newborn chicks.
Meadows,
Dressed in green.
Glorifying God in their investitures.
Sunset,
Majestic canvas, Nature’s Painter reflected.
Springs,
Carelessly running refreshing all.
Harvest moons,
In nights enchanted with love.
Warmth,
Engendering life.
Souls in love.
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Incidentally

Here, my friends, is the summer issue—our last full measure of devotion.

The Exponent still goes on, though for some of us this spectacular that was four
years (or longer) in the making, with a mighty cast of thousands (and at a mighty
cost of thousands), is quickly coming to a close.
As a parting gesture, we tried to give you a bigger, and, we hope, better

EXPONENT.
Here’s what you'll find in this issue:
Jim Cain, who along with Anita Amato will take over the editorship of the
EXPONENT for next year, rounds out the year with another contribution.
William J. O'Sullivan, whose story ONE FRIDAY AFTERNOON in our last
issue marked his first appearance in the EXPONENT, has another offering, SILENT

SEEKER.
Also on hand in this bowing-out issue is Therese Geis, always on hand with
a good story, or a good poem or both. In this issue, it is both. In her short story
NO TIME! Therese takes a somewhat common experience no doubt familiar to

most of us, and transposes it into an unusual situation. The result is a suspenseful
and thought-provoking story—just this side of science fiction. In addition to “May
Sonnet” and “Centennial,” Therese experiments with a comparatively rare, but
delicate and beautiful, verse form—the haiku.

Mary Mattingly, another writer who is certainly no stranger to EXPONENT
readers, turns in a fine ASSIGNMENT in the type of writing she has identified
herself with, the vignette, and also contributes a book review for SURVIVORS

AND NEW ARRIVERS.
We feel that we have something new for the EXPONENT in John Nahra’s
two vignettes, | SAW AMERICA and THE FEAR OF A CHILD. In both these contributions you'll see evidence of the knack for the well-said phrase and metaphor
that resides with the people of the East, as well as a surprising mastery of English.
We have unfortunately and quite unintentionally neglected one literary type
in our past issues. We are speaking of the essay. A newcomer to the EXPONENT,
Linda Benjamin, brings it back in A DIM VIEW OF MODERN ART.
In the verse department, the movement from the Mount, spurred on by
Brother Michael Morris, $.M., continues in this summer issue with poems by

Brother Paul Dirks, $.M., Brother Robert O’Connell, S.M. and Brother Joaquin
Saurez, $.M.

Also in the verse department, C. J. Ott finds summer in a scene typical of
this warm and sunny season.

A special feature on an art form akin to the call of the open road—an
esthetic appreciation of sportcars—winds up the material presented in this issue.
Now we would like to say a word about the artists. We have long felt that
our contributing artists are among the best seen in any college publication; and
every issue they tell us so—not in so many words, but in pictures. With this issue,
Bob Antonick winds up an unusually fine job as art director. Note his illustrations
accompanying Jim Cain’s story, Therese Geis’s story, and Therese’s haiku verses.
George Villani gives us a good artistic interpretation of CENTENNIAL, and Marty
Breide counters with illustrations for John Nahra’s vignettes. Dan Spillane who
will replace Bob Antonick as art director next year, did the illustrations for SILENT
SEEKER. And Fred Aicher’s illustrations for a DIM VIEW OF MODERN ART speak
for themselves.
| would like to use the remaining space for a few words of goodby. |
think a good rule for writers is: if you have something to say, but don’t know
how to say it—quote someone who does. So, if called upon to give an account

of my stewardship (since | can be steward no longer), | would refer the inquirer
to a poem by Hilaire Belloc called ‘“Dedicatory Ode.”
“The library was most inviting:
The books upon the crowded shelves
Were mainly of our private writing:
We kept a school and taught ourselves.
We taught the art of writing things

On men we still should like to throttle:
And where to get the Blood of Kings
At only half a crown a bottle.”
And | might also add, from another point in the same poem:
“From quiet homes and first beginning,
Out to the undiscovered ends,

There’s nothing worth the wear of winning,
But laughter and the love of friends.”
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The golden rays of morning came flying over

and and of a breed different from most. His

Kiwai Ridge and spread life anew throughout

esthetics were of life, which he appreciated not
only as it possessed proportion, order, and
beauty, but also as it was right for life to be that
way. It was all so fitting, so proper, and everything meshed when sifted and viewed through his
magic eye.
There was a deficiency in Sol’s life, which
was completely happy otherwise. He wanted to
leave Gephart, Inc., become absorbed in his
esthetics, devote more time to his own work, but
he couldn’t afford to do it. He was an artist
without a name, and he had to support himself,
his wife and in a few years a family. He had to
stay with Gephart. His job wasn’t too disagreeable; it had its monetary dividends. However, it
was not monetary dividends that he was after,

the valley; the day was born. Life had come
again to this haven of havens, and the temporary slumber of the valley was temporarily gone.
Robins had finally ceased their chirping in the
pregnant day and were leaving their nest-homes
in search of life. Everywhere in the valley there
was a rebirth, refreshment, replenishment of life.
This valley displayed unobserved, untamed nature. Yet, it was not wild here; no violent struggles disturbed its calm. It was as if this valley,

though untamed, needed no taming, though unobserved, need not be viewed nor exulted, for
this place stood alone. Here also was quiet, a
different kind of quiet that gives pleasure to the
ear the way color and proportion give pleasure
to the eye. But, it was not a solace without sound,
for that would be like a beauty without light, a
happiness without life, an impossible thing. No,
this valley, this quiet, was filled with the sounds
of life and of nature, and it seemed so different
from every other valley, every other haven on
earth.

There was a little white cottage at the west
end of the valley where the one intruder from
the outside world lived. But, one couldn’t rightly
call the Silent Seeker an intruder in this valley.

He belonged here. He had always belonged here
though he had not always lived here. And by
now, he was as mucha part of the valley as its
quiescent nakedness, natural solitude, naive
beauty.

but what other kind can fill a stomach, buy a
house, raise a family? His happiness was nearly
complete. He had an attractive, loving wife, a
comfortable, suburban home and a steady, wellpaying job. Above all Sol Rheinhold was an
artist one who knew the unpleasant things of
the world, and when he could, he made his small
effort to delineate them from life.
Sol’s wife Leila was indeed a prize on the

order of the first magnitude. They were alike in
many respects. Her smiling, twinkling eyes were
reflections of his own. Her pursuit of the present first and of the future second, unlike a
woman, was like his own. Their views were
similar in many things, music, literature, art,

especially in art. But, these things were little

and clouds began to form in another place...
Sol and Leila Rheinhold had been married
for nearly three years. Sol was a commercial
artist and worked for Gephart, Incorporated in
Fresno. Appearances to the contrary, he was an
unusual person. His casual business-like appearance, his outward conservatism, his precision and
dependability concealed the distinct, individual,
unusual person that was Sol Rheinhold. Through

deep, brown eyes, his mind perceived proportion,
order, and beauty in an apparently unbalanced,
chaotic, and sometimes ugly world. And with

this same eye he put on canvas a world stripped
of its ugliness, its disorder, its sin. But, Sol was
more than just an artist; he was an esthetic

William J. O’Sullivan
illustrated by Dan Spillane

things when compared to that which they shared
most intimately. With her husband Sol, Leila
shared that beautiful view of life, of being, that
special perception that sifts, gleans, distills life
of its impurities. It was unusual and fortunate,
too, that she could distinguish, as he, essentials
from non-essentials, that she, too, had an uncluttered, straightforward view of life. It was
indeed a very precious thing they shared.
After Sol and Leila were married, they
bought a house in Englewood Manor, a few miles
outside of Fresno and settled down to suburban
life. The location was ideal. Englewood was an
old, established, quiet neighborhood. Its large
homes, vintage 1930, were shaded by mature
maples and willows and set independently of
each other on spacious lots. Sidewalks were neat
and wide though there was little traffic in the
well-kept streets. Lawns were immaculate. It was
a peaceful neighborhood; most of the residents
were nice retired couples, not given to much
gossip of inquiry. The house, too, was perfect.
It was really more than two people needed, but
with the third floor converted to a studio and
the plans that Sol and Leila had for the rest
of the house in a few years, it would really be
quite comfortable. It was set a few blocks apart

from the rest of the neighborhood, which lent
even more to its attractiveness and individuality.
Sol’s studio occupied all three rooms of the
third floor. The main room of the three was his

actual studio, the other two serving mainly as
storage rooms. There was a workbench in the
corner by the door where Sol made his frames,
and a small desk in the far corner which he used
quite a lot recently. All about the room, chairs,
tables, and benches supported paintings which
were hung and piled here and there so that Leila
had to step over, edge around and sometimes
under them when she invaded her creator-husband’s domain. The ceiling was almost entirely
of glass. Sol had two large holes cut in the roof
where it sloped down either side of the house and
had windows put in. It was a near-perfect atmosphere, but it didn’t help him much. Sol had
done most of his creative work before he was
married. After he married Leila and began to
work for Gephart, Inc., he didn’t have much time

for the work he loved most. But, every summer,
Sol spent most of his two-week vacation painting. Leila didn’t mind. She enjoyed it really and
occasionally tried her own hand at it. They were
so much alike.
It was late in spring that year and close to

Sol and Leila’s third wedding anniversary when
it happened. What a perfect anniversary present
it would be for them both. An interest, an invitation, a long white envelope were all ingredients in a key, a key to the door of fulfillment,
and now it was his. An invitation from the Nadler Museum in San Francisco expressing an
interest. They had seen some of Sol’s work, and
they wanted to see more. This was it, the longawaited day that offered freedom, independence,
life, the day that would imprint the name Sol
Rheinhold upon the world.
He left Fresno on that Saturday morning,
a little doubt in the pit of his stomach, but a
much greater hope pervaded his spirit. The back
of his station wagon was loaded with wood and
canvas, the product of years of distillation. However, the great bulk of his work he had to leave
at home, and after all they had only expressed
interest. Leila was as excited as her husband.
She wanted to go with him, but he knew that it
wasn’t sure yet and didn’t want her to make
the trip for nothing if it didn’t turn out.
It was about noon when Sol arrived in San
Francisco. He paused only a few hours to rest,
eat, and freshen up before he went to the Nadler
Museum. He parked his station wagon by the
loading entrance sign and looked at his watch.
It was nearly three o’clock, and he had an ap-

pointment in a few minutes with Mr. Conell, the
director. He walked into the great, gray-stoned
structure and felt the pit of his stomach. It was
there. His heart pounded an anxious, pleading
beat within his chest as his clammy hand
clenched and rapped on the name Donald C.
Conell. A voice within offered welcome, and to
Sol Rheinhold, who knew the time was at hand,
it sounded like the voice of fate calling this
silent supplicant to judgment.
The door was unlocked, opened, and he
stepped into his dream and lived there. Today
his renaissance began. Today his life began. Today—no more barriers, no more locked doors, no

more searching in vain. It was the day that
terminated all the other days, an eternity of

days it seemed, which were days of half happiness, half being, half life. Those days, the other
half of which was emptiness, were gone. Today

seemed whole, complete. But, would today initiate? Would it perpetuate? There was no doubt.
It was a day of satisfaction and beauty. A satisfaction that sprang from doubt, from anxiety
and a beauty that evolved like a swan, from a
dullness, a grayness. All this in a day between

‘the rising and the setting of the sun, and the
day was called fulfillment.

guish the first floor from the second or third,
for now it was all one.

Sol left the Nadler Museum in very high
spirits. He walked straight, his shoulders back,
his head held high. He walked quickly, for a
weight had been removed and an energy infused
into his body. Mr. Conell was pleased, very
pleased, he said, with Sol’s work. This was more
than interest now, much more. It was practically
a confirmation, and that would have to wait only
until Sol had the rest of his work sent down.
It would probably be less than a month until the
Rheinhold exhibit went on display in the Nadler
Museum, until people would talk the way Sol
had always hoped they would, until he would be
free. He was a proud and very happy man.

When Sol arrived at the place where his
home once was, it was just a pile of smoldering

“There’s nothing you can do,” he shouted
struggling with Sol. “It was too late. There was
nothing anyone could do.”

It was after seven when Sol got en route
—and his car sped toward Fresno without the
load it had brought. Such a lovely day it turned
out to be. The sun shone brightly the way it
hadn’t shone in years. It was a new sun, a different sun, and it shone in a new summer sky.
It had risen to a new world and now it would
set on that world. But, would it rise and set

Sol calmed down ina little while, but didn’t
even ask how it happened. It didn’t matter; it
was all lost now. It was morning by the time
they stopped torturing him with questions, and
he started torturing himself with questions of
his own, worse questions. He moved through the
debris in a stupor, his mind full of questions
and no answers. It seemed only an eternity
would suffice to answer all the questions.

again? Yes, again it would rise, and again it
would set, and again, and again. There was no
doubt. His car ate up mile after mile of cement
ribbon as the sun began its plunge into the sea.
To all other people this was the same sun that
had made that same plunge millions, billions of

times in eras past. But, Sol Rheinhold knew it
was not. He knew it was the first time for a new
sun which filled the orb of the old. There was a
new earth, and upon it the new sun set as clouds
began to form in the eastern sky.
And clouds began to form in another place,
a nice quiet place where no children played,
where mature maples and willows gave testimony to its establishment. A house was there,
a satellite of the community, and from it issued
the clouds, unnoticed at first for it was night,
and the house stood alone. Then the clouds of
smoke mushroomed as the flames grew, spread,
engulfed. Quietly they grew, feeding on the
monument to a man. The first floor—gone. The
flames lept upward, reaching. The second floor
—screams. But, they were unheard, unheeded,
unknown. Then there were no more screams, but
only the roar as the flames lept ever upward.

The third floor—black smoke. Sirens. But, they
were too late, much too late. It was one flame
when they got there and they couldn’t distin-

debris. He jumped from his car and ran to the
spot where two firemen were carrying a blanketcovered lump on a stretcher away from the
wreckage.
“Leila!
screamed.

Leila!

Oh

God,

my

Leila!”

he

Another fireman grabbed his arm, and he
was held back restrained again.

“Is this my house, my work? Where's my
wife? Where’s Leila? Why did I leave her? I
should have insisted that she come. What will
I do?”

But, he didn’t know why, or where, or what,
or when, or how. Just the charred remain of a
potentiality, a hope, a love was all that remained
aS an answer. But, answers would come little
by little, one by one, and he hada lifetime to
find them. It was the last question that he answered first.

It was to this valley that he had come a
year ago—alone. He had come full of doubt, full
of questions. But, his questions were not those
of a despairing man who seeks no answers, who
in his bitterness says there are no answers. No,
his questions, though it seemed impossible, would
be answered, for he brought with him two tools
—the Book and some canvas. This Silent Seeker
of solitude, of beauty, of life lived here where
these three were abundant, where his kind of
life lived. He awoke this day to those golden
rays, looked out his window and began to sift,

to glean, to distill. The sun rose up high now,
high where it could provide a light for everything in the valley, an inspiration, or perhaps
an answer to a question of long ago.

A DIM VIEW OF MODERN ART

From the earliest periods of existence, man
has used art as a means of communication. Cave
men left vivid accounts of their activities in
simple scribblings on cave walls; Egyptians left
records of their highly advanced civilization in
detailed tapestries. With the development of the
alphabet, however, art lost its significance as
a transmitter of history, and assumed new importance as a communicator of beauty and human emotion.
It was readily acclaimed the
universal language—one that could reach and
move most men. True, the means of communication often varied—from naturalism, to formalism, to symbolism, but no matter which
method was employed, the artist conveyed his
message in terms which could be understood,
enjoyed, and appreciated by all.
The early nineteenth century, however,
marked the beginnings of certain revolutionary
movements. They were initiated by several
French and German artists, who completely
disregarded the rich heritage provided by past
masters. The product of this revolt was slightly
akin to symbolism, in that it expressed the invisible, intangible, the spiritual. But the visual
representations employed were entirely divorced

vancements of the last centuries have placed
a new burden on the artist. The necessity for
individuality and personal style has replaced the
necessity for communication, which was once
the artist’s primary interest. The drive for originality has penetrated every aspect of man’s
existence, rendering every other goal insignificant. Artists, composers, ordinary citizens employ originality for originality’s sake.
But where does this leave the modern
viewer? Does he accept the artist’s need for
individuality as superior to his own desire for
beauty
? Is he content to gaze upon works which
offer him no chance for comprehension or consolation? Is he welcomed by the smile of a
“Mona Lisa” or intrigued by the composure of
a “Blue Boy’?
Such is not the case. Rather, the modern
viewer approaches the abstract works of today
hesitantly. He is bewildered by their complexity,
stunned at their audacity, and disturbed at
his own inability to understand. He finds it increasingly difficult to draw from paintings the
consolation and reassurance they once provided.
He sees no friendly smile, no familiar sight,
nothing that he even recognizes.

from the earlier notions of symbolism. Since

True, the value of originality cannot be

that time scores of isms have sprung up in every

underestimated. It is essential to progress as

country of the world, ranging from the futurism

food is to growth. But like food it is never the

of Italian painters to the surrealism of Dali.
is

Radical though the change may be, there
a reason for its occurrence. The rapid ad-

end in itself. Too often the artist sacrifices
beauty and human emotion to demonstrate his
own cleverness and technique. He is so con-

Linda Benjamin

cerned with inducing a subjective response that
he fails to communicate anything of humanity.
So abstract are his works that people doubt not
only his desire to communicate, but also his
ability. By the very means that the artist intended to win approval, he loses it.
It would seem, then, that art has gained
one quality, originality, at the expense of another—universality. It is as though a veil has
been donned, which only a few can penetrate.
Enjoyment of art is denied modern man, so he
turns to other sources of beauty and human
emotion.
Undoubtedly, there are some for whom
Modern Art is not incomprehensible and forbidding, who find in its abstract quality a beauty
that transcends the physical. To these few the
loss of universality goes unnoticed.
But real art carries its message and inspiration to all people of all ages, without written
or vocal aid. In this category Modern Art will
never fit. Art must be of men of all time, for

men of all time, not just of and for a select
group of a select area. While Modern Art may
well be a reflection of the progress and compelxity of our twentieth century, it is not a
reflection of humanity as a whole. It will never
attain the place of significance in the lives of
future generations that past art has in our own.
Modern Art is, and always will be, a singular
product of a single era.

Abstraction by LeRoy White

illustrated by Fred Aicher

NO TIME
therese
els’
TALE OF COLD
TERROR IN
THE IMMEDIATE
FUTURE
He tested the thick door overhead with his
fingers. It held quite firmly. He stepped down
and looked at it with immense satisfaction.
Sealed. Tight. The finest lead and the best sealing compounds money could buy in this year
of progress 1980. And he had money to get the
best. He smiled to himself and tilted his head
back, listening. No sound came to him—no roar
on rumbling roar of crumbling buildings, no
crash of glass splintering, no human cries. The
earlier, more primitive sound— the unearthly
thundering wave of sound for which he had
prepared for these last five years—that had
come over two hours ago, of course, but he

hadn’t heard that sound, either. The soundproof
ceiling and walls were also of the finest materials. He’d made certain of that. Nothing could
escape his hideaway. More important, nothing
could enter it—no sounds, no moisture, no contanimation—nothing. He was safe.

10

illustrated by Bob Antonick

He put his hands into his pockets and
rocked on his toes, smiling. He was an absurdly
dignified little man, hardly reaching five feet
eight inches in height, with deceptively kind
grayish eyes and a finely modelled head completely bald at the crown. He enjoyed life; he
enjoyed his construction work; most of all, he
enjoyed himself. He was pleased now with his
own intelligence, his own brilliance in conceiving
such a massive plan of self-protection, his own
diligence in bringing it into being all alone, his
own cleverness in keeping his plans so thoroughly secret. No one knew about this tight little apartment deep beneath the earth: not his brother
or his brother’s family, not his acquaintances,
certainly not his supervisor at the firm where
he had worked. No one.
He reflected for several minutes on his

brother and others like him. People were blind
sheep. Stupid. Easily led. Easily frightened.
“Love thy neighbor.” Indeed! A pretty line from

a pretty fable, but hardly practical. This was

thought briefly cf the man who had developed
this system of water decontamination. If his
supply ran out, the untrapped stream running
for generations beneath his family property
could now be used without fear. He wondered
fleetingly if the scientist was still alive. Good
fellow. He rather hoped so.
He looked about his kitchen: at the electric
stove, the icelessly cooled storage box, the cupboards, table and chairs—two chairs—how silly
of him; he really only needed one. Still— He
went to the food vault at the back of the
kitchen and flicked on the overhead light and
went into it, regarding the rows upon rows of
foods tenderly. He had cans and cans and cans
of every fruit and vegetable obtainable in stored
form; jars and bottles and boxes and thick,
sealed plastic bags. With the new chemical sealant and its companion-chemical, the special
solvent that came with it, he had been able to
store fresh fruits and vegetables as well: apples,
oranges and lemons, grapes, potatoes and tomatoes, garden vegetables, and of course meats—
beef and pork, veal and fowl, fish and cheeses—
all of them, row upon neatly stored row, glistening as if varnished in their sealing coat. Far
better than the freezing system, of course—one
merely brushed it over the raw food and the
most perishable of edibles remained fresh against
rot indefinitely. He had enough food here to

1980 and one didn’t love one’s neighbor, not if
one hoped to survive the possibility of world
suicide by cobalt-hydrogen bomb. He had tried
to point out this fact to the groups of friends
and neighbors who had met earnestly every
week, dedicating themselves to Civil Defense and
A Better World with many speeches and poorly
printed pamphlets and plans to Help One Another. He had stood up and tried with immense
kindness to point out that they must go home
and begin at once to build bomb shelters and
build them sturdy and impregnable, with the
newest materials such as the unique tightly
fused lightweight lead sheets and these thick,
light blocks of cement-like building material.
“War is a way of life and we must think for
ourselves alone if we are to survive,” he had
told them, blinking at them with his kind grayish eyes, and they had looked at him in shocked
silence, and his brother’s wife had hurriedly
begun to talk of the meeting dates for the next
month.
He tsked-tsked regretfully to himself and
began with precise steps to walk about the confines of his private little world. It was just
that: a private little world. He had taken advantage of every new invention, every new convenience his accumulated savings could buy. He
thought lovingly of the self-renewing generator

fingertips plays, symphonies, operas, monologues,

humming quietly to itself in its cubbyhole, pro-

light concerts, anything his varied personal taste

viding electricity for the four rooms of his
little world. His mind dwelt on the water-storage area at the back of his apartment and he

could demand. The radio, of course, would be
quite useless for at least a year, probably for
two years, since it would be impossible for any

satisfy his most lavish appetites for well over
five years. It would take fully that long, he reflected, switching off the light and swinging
the door to. Fully that long before the surface
above was safe for normal human life. He had
calculated and planned it well. He knew exactly
how much food he would need and he had provided himself with plenty. He smiled again to
himself.
A place to sleep, and food to eat, and something to wear, and something to occupy his
mind, and a man is content for a lifetime, he
thought to himself, strolling into his livingroom.
He had thought of all of them. He looked round
at the furniture—quiet, unobtrusively detailed
pieces, in good taste but soothing in color and
design. Nothing that could become irritating
or grating. He considered the record player
with its attendent cabinet of tape recordings,

Behind its enigmatic glass doors he had at his

at

kind of emergency broadcasting system to be set
up before then. For one year or more he would
be cut off from the human race. Cut off from—
Oh, come now, he reflected sternly. Are we getting sentimental? Since when have I ever cherished any sort of fondness for mankind?
He passed into his small but comfortable
bedroom suite. He had stored here every con-

ceivable item to fill his personal needs. He had
clothing enough for the next ten years. ‘“‘Why in
the world are you buying all those clothes?” his
brother’s wife had once asked him, startling him.
She’d seen him once shopping in a downtown
store, it developed later. He had resolved then
and there to be more careful. He hadn’t thought
she’d noticed.
He considered his own meticulous atten-

tion to detail. Now what if he had let it be

of them had, although probably not many. They
had all been too busy trying to improve the
minds of their fellowmen.
He had been prepared for loneliness and he
had prepared well. Precise, unswerving attention
to a time schedule was the answer. One did certain things at certain hours on certain days,
seven days in a week; one compelled oneself to
live by a routine dictated by the hands of the
clock. This was his best and keenest means of
self-protection. As long as he kept to this
routine, he could live down here for any length
of time he chose. He looked at the calendar he
had put together at the back of the desk, then
at his schedule. He was very satisfied with himself. He had thought of everything.
He went back into the livingroom and
stood beneath the tall floor lamp. He had thought
of everything. Man is impregnable when he is at
his best, he thought. There is no such thing as
human limitation. There is only human stupidity,
human carelessness. And I am not careless. I am
not stupid. I have proven that it is possible to
live alone with no help from anyone. Why, I am
opening a new page in human progress. Here I
stand, at this moment in time, beginning a new
era of human independence from the slavery of
dependence on the concept of a Higher Being.
I do not need anyone or anything, he thought.
Here, right now, at this very hour of—
He shot out his left wrist to look at his
watch, Hmmmm— He must have left it on the
dresser. He went into the bedroom and switched
on the light. Not here. He opened all the little
drawers and looked into them in vain. He thrust
his hands into his pockets. How odd. Why in the
world had he taken off his watch? Could he have
dropped it on the way down here— No; that
couldn’t be; he had had the band replaced only
last week.
He looked into his bedside stand and felt
under the pillow and opened the closet door and
poked into the pockets of all his suits. Frowning,

known that he was constructing an impregnable
little world of his own beneath the earth, against
the day when they would all be blown to bits who
had been foolhardy enough to ignore his warning? They would have come running to see it
for themselves, tramped his four rooms, poked
into his food stores, sent for newspaper reporters
and television commentators, made a great noise
about it, possibly brought him a lot of unpleasant
comment and even condemnation. He could not
have afforded that. A man must think for himself, he reflected. If everyone did that, we would
have no wars.
He passed into his library and looked affectionately at four walls of books, at the thick
armchair and sofa, the lamps, the desk and chair
and typewriter, the little cabinet stocked with
papers and inks and stationery materials. He
looked with closest attention at a thick looseleaf notebook placed precisely beside the typewriter. Going to the desk, he turned its pages.
This was, in a sense, his most important piece
of equipment. This was his schedule. The pages
here were set out in neat partitions, one sizeable
square for every hour of every day of the next
five years. On this, he reflected with uncomfortable somberness, depended his sanity.
He had planned it all with meticulous care,
but he had especially thought out his schedule.
He had done much reading and research in

lights burning, he went quickly into the kitchen
and peered into the cupboards and drawers and
felt over the surfaces of the cabinets. He stopped
to get himself a glass of water. His throat was

preparation for this flight into exile in event of

dry.

such a war as the one which had exploded into
being above his head. No one really thought it
would come to pass, but he—natural pessimist
that he was—he had been firmly certain that it
was inevitable. He wondered now if many people

He poked behind the cushions of the sofa
in the livingroom. He looked about on the floor,
in the corners, on the radio cabinet and record
player. He looked into the cabinet with its neatly
labelled tapes. At this point he stopped and drew
a deep breath, conscious half-angrily of a faint

had been as wise as he had been. Certainly some
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he looked about in the bathroom. Leaving the

crawling sensation along the base of his spine.
He closed the doors of the cabinet with fingers
that trembled in spite of his iron self-control.
Now how silly. It was here somewhere in these
four rooms. It had to be. He had to have that.
watch!— With an effort he kept the crawling
sensation from tightening his stomach. He had
searched through all of three of the rooms; there
was the library. And the watch would be there.
Of course it would be. Naturally. He did not forget things. He was not careless.
As in the past, he managed to talk himself
into iron calm. With his usual dignity, placing
his feet precisely and neatly on the floor as he
walked, he went into the library and switched on
the light. He went once round the room and did
not miss any piece of furniture or area of floor
in it. On a sudden impulse he hurried out of the
room and through the kitchen and into the food
vault. Under the single overhead bulb the narrow
aisle stretched to the back wall between the

mute cliffs of food, empty and shiningly clean.
The crawling sensation, wholly alien to him, had
spread to his fingertips. Could this be fear? He
must not panic. He must not panic!—
He went back to the library and stared for
a minute at the bland whiteness of the first page
of his precisely planned and plotted hour-by-hour
schedule. Hour by hour— Could he have put his
watch behind a book, by some freakish impulse,
to be sure it was safe? He went to the shelves
and pulled out a few books, two or three, then
two or three more, then a handful, then whole
handfuls, tearing at them in rising fear, spilling
and tumbling them to the floor. He peered into
the shelves, poking into the corners. He wheeled

the little ladder to the wall and climbed it,
stumbling in his haste, and began to pull at the
upper shelves. Frantically he swept the books
aside, ignoring the flittering pages and thumping
bindings as he hunted, hunted, hunted, hunted!—
He leaped from the ladder and hurled himself at the desk, jerking open the drawers for a
second time, clawing into them, blindly, feeling
into the corners. It was gone. It was not here. He
had forgotten it.
Blindly he turned about and sank down suddenly into the desk chair, sweeping the looseleaf notebook to the floor. It fell with a swish
of pages and lay open on the rug, mocking him.
He was alone down here. He could not think

years were passed? How long had he been down
here today? Was it still day? Or was it tomorrow’? It had been early morning when he descended the steps into the entry of his little
world. He had recognized the plane at once—the
plane carrying the single bomb, just as he had
imagined and foreseen it. Was it still daylight
up there? Or was it night? Or maybe he had
been down here longer than he thought—maybe
it was tomorrow? How long was one hour? Half

an hour? One minute?
Frantically he tried to think. He got up and
wandered into his livingroom and sat down
heavily on the sofa, staring about him. Once he
thought of using his tapes. Each one took so
many minutes to play—but no. That would never
work. They were different in length. There were
short ones and long ones and some of them took
a few minutes to play and others took hours—
how long was an hour? In the heavy silence he
fancied he heard the beat of his own heart. How
many times did the human heart beat in a minute? As if to mock him, his pulse suddenly raced
as his panic increased.
Silence. The silence. It hung in folds all
around and over him. He had thought he would
welcome it. He had looked forward to the calm
sounds of his own existence and the companionable tick of his wrist watch—but he had no
watch, he had no watch, he had no watch!—
Where had he gone wrong? He had forgotten the one item on which his sanity—oh, God,
no, don’t think of that!—on which his welfare
depended. But how could he forget? He did not
forget things. He was not careless or stupid. He
needed nothing and no one.
Come now, he addressed himself with a

semblance of sternness. It has to be here. Of
course I didn’t forget it. I simply mislaid it. ’'m
tired. I’m very tired. It has been a long day. But
—has it been a full day? Or only an hour? Or
two hours? Now stop it! Stop it! This is nonsense! I need rest. I'll prepare some supper and
then have a good night’s rest and then tomorrow
— But when will it be tomorrow? Maybe it’s tomorrow now— And I can’t even use the radio—
He sat hunched together, alone in the leadsheathed, soundproofed silence, staring at nothing, a shrunken little man. And he whimpered
softly, as a child does when it is frightened and
forlorn, ‘Please, God!”

of going above, not up there into that suicidal

It was quite a while before he realized that

atmosphere. He dared not. He was trapped down
here. He would be trapped down here for five
years. And how would he know when the five

the single sound reaching thinly into the stillness was the monotonous throb of his own halt-

ing sobbing.

A. N. Radford sat slouched over the inlaid mahogany expanse of his desk, his leathery plumpness
wadded under a worsted suit like a fat rubber doll. Jeffrey Karns, ambitious young man of nervous
slenderness, leaned back and eyed him with contemptuous deference. He hated the weakness of those
pudgy white hands, but even more he feared the darting vigor of those black eyes and the glass

door with the gilt letters: A. N. Radford, President.
“We hate to press you, Karns, but this is important. You’ll have a week, and by the fifteenth, I

want that report here on my desk.” The voice came cold as Spanish steel.
“It'll be here ... Sir.”
The rubber doll jerked its head and Jeffrey Karns went back to his desk on the fourteenth floor.
By the time he slammed his office door behind him, Jeffrey Karns was trembling with locked-up

rage. Extracting a cotton-stuffed bottle from his desk drawer, he shook out its capsuled contents,
selected an oval gray pill, then swallowed it with a jigger of whiskey. A quiet composure settled over

him, and he leaned gravely forward, his arms folded on the desk.
“So he’s given you a week. One whole week of pure hell, Karns, and then, then miraculously, on the
fifteenth, this paragon of a department report will be in a clean white manila folder on top of his
desk. He’ll paw it for a while, then give you a bloated grin and then take it to lunch with him to get

all the credit for it. And what about recognized ability ...?”
Jeffrey Karns swore in bitter silence, and after a thoughtful while called in his secretary.
“Yes, Mr. Karns?” Her voice matched her personality ... young, smart but not sophisticated. She

knew all about typewriters and nothing about people.
“Miss Ruch, I want you to complete a department report for me, and I must have it by the morning

of the fifteenth. I realize that this is a rather extraordinary assignment, but it is imperative that I
have it, and advisable, for your sake, that you do it. Bring your notebook, and I’ll outline what you

are to do. ”
It was the sixteenth. The fifteenth and the report in the manila folder had met simultaneously, and
now he had only to await developments. The morning hours had been stagnant with a dull meeting
of reading reports, and before leaving for lunch, he flipped through the piled papers on his desk.
A pink memo sheet caught his eye.
Karns:Report read. Lunch at 1:00 with A. N. Radford. Vacancy on the fifteenth floor.

Jeffrey Karns’ lips widened into a vertical line. He crumpled the paper in his fist, and looked hard at
the dumb white papers on the desk.

Dan Spillane

“I guess maybe I will go and join... A. N. Radford.”

Haiku is an ancient form of Japanese poetry dating from the thir-

teenth. century. It consists of three unrhymed lines: the first and third
composed of five syllables each, the second of seven syllables. Each verse
is completely whole and independent in itself. Its dominant quality must
be delicacy: It does not delineate; it suggests. Each verse presents a
contrast of colors, sketches a fragmentary scene in shadowy ink lines,
or hints at a shade of emotion. They do not contain thoughts complete
in themselves but simply suggest thoughts; they open gates for the
reader into new paths of consideration. Recognizing the truth in each
verse, the reader is led by it into contemplation of his own of which the
haiku is but the source.
These haiku verses are original. Each verse is independent of all

the others. The reader is invited to try one or two of his own.

THERESE GEIS
Bougainvillaea blooms
Spill from my high balcony—
Waterfalls of flame.
City summer days—
Boys’ street games, smell of cut grass,
And a sprinkler truck.
The pine, dressed for night,
Wears the moon, a gleaming pearl

Tangled in her hair.
Early evening Mass—

Stained glass pulsing with sunset,
Tapers tipped with stars.
Little meadowlark
Perched on a headstone, you are
Too gay for my grief!

In the morning sun,
Drops of dew like scattered gems—
How quickly they go!
The rain-wet willows

Bend in the hot sun like maids
Drying their long har.

From the torn cocoon—
The young moth on shining wings!
Out of death, new life.
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TWO by John Nahra

illustrated by Marty Breide

my little coat about me and slid my hands into
the small pockets. I stumbled hurriedly across
the winding road, my heart beating faster and
faster. Everything around me seemed to be
motionless. A cry of a baby from one of the
adjacent houses reassured me that life still existed around me. Although I had walked this
rocky road more than ten times a day, it seemed
so strange and different now—as if I had never
seen it before. I began whistling along and my
tensions eased a little. Suddenly a cat jumped
in front of me! A small rock twisted under my
foot and I went sailing on my back. Gathering
my strength and courage, I proceeded on.
I was almost halfway home, when I heard

a faint sound behind me. I dared not look back

The Fear of a Child

for I remembered my grandmother’s story of the
black giant who steals children at night. As I
walked faster and faster, the noise behind me

grew more and more distinct. Now I could even
hear the echo of the footsteps. Despite my fear,

I glimpsed in the direction of the noise where I
saw what seemed to be a tall man dressed in

black clothes that blended perfectly with the

humming of the crickets announcing the arrival

darkness of the night. His features fit exactly
those of the children thief. By this time my feet
were shaking; fear had taken control of my body.
I tried to run but my feet failed me. I tried to
scream but my voice refused me. I was helpless
in front of my aggressor.
As I waiked sideways not knowing what to
do, my companion was getting ever closer to me.
He was only about fifteen feet away when I
broke into prayers asking God to help me. Suddenly my pursuer stopped! He extended his hand

of the black night.

in his pocket, as though he were in search of

The last rays of light retreat in front of the
shadows of night. Darkness has crept everywhere, bringing silence as its companion. During this inevitable battle, the people of the little
village of Aitanite accept the will of the new
conquerer; they return to their concrete-built
houses after a hard day of work. The mountain
towers above the village like a black giant. From
the concealed pockets of this enormous being,

one can hear the warning of the owl, and the

As I stepped outside my friend’s house, I

something. By the light of the match he lit

realized that night had already fallen. I went on
in the darkness pretending that I was not afraid.
Suddenly I felt the chill of the night. I tightened

his cigarette, I saw my unknown companion’s
face for the first time. It was my teacher taking
one of his solitary walks.
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I Saw America
America! a dream world of wealth and comfort is the dream of every man, woman, and
child beyond the blue waters of the Mediterranean. Yes, this is what the people on the other
side of the world think of America. I know, for
I was born five thousand miles away inalittle
village in Lebanon, and I had a dream of my

own.
As the sun spread its radiant rays over the
peaks of the mountains as if smiling for the last
time, I looked back through the window of the
bus waving my hand for a last good-by to friends
and relatives. It was a sad scene, for oriental
people are very sentimental. As the bus advanced, tears forced their way down my cheeks
despite my efforts to hold them back. They were

tears of sadness mixed with joy. The sadness of
leaving my friends and relatives; and the joy of
a dream long awaited, finally coming true. From
my position I could see the prairies as the sun
uncovered their beauty little by little. The bus
advanced faster and faster as if trying to escape
the sun rays, and with my eyes opened very wide,
I looked everywhere, trying to take with me a
lasting vision of my native land.
*

*

%

*

The engines of the plane roared, the wheels

began to turn faster and faster, and smoothly
our giant bird carried us through the air. I
turned my face toward the window trying to
hide my fear, and there I saw Beirut stretched

along the shores of the Mediterranean and disappearing little by little into the forest. I felt
like a king at that moment, and my fear was
forgotten. But unfortunately my royal experience
did not last long for I got sick in a matter of
hours.
We stopped at four places before landing
at New York, but in my condition I wished I was
back home. After we landed in Cleveland, which
I couldn’t pronounce very well, friends and relatives were awaiting us. The instant we arrived
at our new residence, I went straight to bed. I
woke up the following afternoon to find myself
in a new world. Someone offered me a glass of
water which I welcomed at the beginning, but
after tasting it, I almost got sick again.
Food and drink were only a few of my difficulties. I was anxious to see the outside world,
the people, the streets, the buildings, and everything the eyes could visualize in my dream land.
As I discovered the new things about me, I went
sightseeing and found myself lost, for all the

streets looked the same. So did the houses. I
forgot which direction I had come from. A man
without a tongue is a blind man and I did not
know very many English words. But after about
half an hour of searching I found the street unexpectedly. Ten days later I went with my sister
to register in a school where I was put back two
grades because of the language. I could not argue
for I had not the words. My first day at school
was somewhat interesting, though I did not learn
much; even the names of my fellow students
were strange. It is a very strange and cruel feel-

ing to be lonely and not wanted, and that is how
I felt during my first year in America. America
is a beautiful country but for me it was the
worst country on earth. All my dreams about
the great land of milk and honey and wealth
began to fade out.
One experiences an awful sensation when
he cannot express himself. Even though I have
some trouble with vocabulary after five years in
America, I feel that I have achieved something
that one can be proud of. It is a wonderful feeling to know that you could understand and be
understood, but no one can really appreciate the
value of his mother tongue until he learns that
of others.
I saw America. Not the land of wealth and
mechanism, nor that of the wonders and inventions of science, but I saw America — a land
where people work hard and freely, thinking as
they wish and living under the great arm of the
statue of liberty.

JIM CAIN
Marshall Paul Strong stood beside the wrecked car and looked at the single
set of footprints that led towards the mountains. He walked back to where his
dusty police car was parked and took a clip-board from its hook on the dashboard.
Leafing through the papers on the board, he again looked at the car on its side
off the road. The description fits, he thought, the description fits. The Cougar’s
come home to hide and I’m going to have to flush him out of those hills. So
thinking, he got into his car, and, making a U-turn, he drove back toward town.
He topped a rise in the road and saw the town of Baker. It sat below him
hunkered like an old man, with its back to the mountains and its face to the
prairie and desert beyond. It was a grey town, an old town, a town with no
future, just a past. In this town young men grew from boys, then they left.
Some returned to live, Paul was one of these. Others came back for other
reasons, Frank Kirby had done just that. Paul and Frank had been boys together
in Baker. It was Paul who had given Frank the nickname Cougar because of
his stalking ability in the mountains. He had done so one morning after Frank
had spent three hours getting within shooting range of a deer and then bagged
him with one shot.

on the other side, the cougar was waiting for Paul

Frank hadn’t meant to come back to Baker.
When he had left he had been bitter. He had
been angry at not having and determined to
have. Then two days ago Paul had received a
notice by wire. Frank Kirby was wanted for
armed robbery and murder. Every so often during those two days Paul had received additional
notices as Frank stole automobiles then ditched
them for others. The messages had been short
but concise: we’re trying to catch him, but if he
gets away and makes it home, then it’s your
problem. He could ask for help. But that would
only complicate the matter. He knew where the
Cougar would head. He’d go to the high country,
the only part of Baker he had ever liked, the
high free mountains.
Paul parked the car before the building
that served him as office and living quarters.
His deputy was sitting behind the desk when he
walked in. The deputy looked up, looked quizzically at his boss, then asked, “Trouble?”
“Yeah,” Paul answered, taking a rifle from
the case and checking its action.

“Kirby ?”
“Found his car six miles out.”
“He leave it?”
“Blew a tire, rolled it.”
“What abou...”
“’Parently he ain’t hurt, tracks look steady,
no blood.”
“Where'd he go, up?”
“Yep.”
“Goin’ after him?”
“Uh huh,” the young marshall called
through the open door from his quarters. He
was changing from his uniform to his hunting

clothes.

have seen me stop before. He could be watching
now, he must know I’m coming. And he adjusted
the hat again, and with the rifle hanging loosely
from his left hand, started walking toward the
mountains.
The blazing sun threw his shadow to his
right side and slightly ahead of him. Thin
streams of perspiration coursed down his brow
and back. He shifted the rifle to his other hand.
When he reached the first of the hills that
climbed toward the mountains he again stooped
to check the tracks. He’s starting to limp, he
thought, something he must have hurt in the
wreck that didn’t hurt at first. Paul looked up.
He’d soon be to the timber. Armed and dangerous, the bulletin had said. There had been no
weapons in the wrecked car. A cougar doesn’t
attack unless cornered. The Cougar he hunted
was wounded and mean. He looked at the sky.
He figured about six more hours of daylight.

Two hours later he was high in the deep
timber. He could see now where Frank had
stopped to rest. He had seen where he had
stopped to look back. He knew the Cougar was
aware he was following him. At least Frank
Kirby knew he was being followed. Paul moved

on. The sun sent shots of light streaming down
through the dense roof of the trees. The great
conifers sighed in the afternoon wind and the
blanket of needles beneath his feet was soft to
walk on.
Ahead Paul could see the bright glare of
an open meadow. He was much closer to Frank
now, maybe a half hour separated the two men.
It would be very easy for the hunted man to lay
in wait; he must be more cautious. He came to
the opening of the trees. Before him was a great

“Want me along?”

open meadow.

“Goin’ alone.”

There was a long pause. Then,
“Good luck.”
“Yeah.” Paul filled his pockets with shells
and picked up the 30-30 he had taken from the
case. “Come on, you can drive me out there.”
Paul stood beside the wrecked car and
diminishing form of his cruiser as it headed back
to town. Then he shifted his hat to the back

mountain brushed across the tall grasses, yellow
in late summer, and they rippled ever so slightly
at its passing. The trees marched in solemn
serenity around the arena of grass and the late
afternoon was quiet.
Paul stayed within the cover of the trees
for a length of time studying the other side of
the meadow. It was easily a quarter mile across.
Behind the trees on the opposite side rose a
slanted wall of jumbled boulders and a mile beyond that, rose another. He was almost satisfied

of his head and stooped to look at the tracks

that all was well and safe for him to cross rather

in the dust. Hour and a half, maybe two, he

than go around, when a mountain jay rose in
protest above the near rocks. Paul instantly drew
back. Something was disturbing the jay. Possibly
Frank, maybe an animal, either way he‘d go

“He’s tricky.”

“T know.”

thought, looking at the stretch of flat ground
before him and letting his eyes be pulled toward
the peaks automatically. That means he might

The

wind moving down the

around.

risen with nightfall. There was no way to work

The screaming of the jay caused a pair of
large eyes to open. They blinked at the flood of
sunlight, then focused on the afternoon sky. A
lithe, tawny form rose from its bed of rock and
moved to the front of a cave. The eyes looked
down to see what the jay was scolding. Walking
forward with the front feet the animal stretched,

around this meadow and Frank was waiting on
the other side. His only hope was to start from
a different place and crawl across, hoping the
tall grasses would hide his advance. He crept
away from where he had ducked back into the
trees and started across. This was going to take
him several hours, he knew, and he felt the dew

then froze as it watched the form of a man

of night begin to dampen his clothes.

come across the top of the hill below it. Farther
down he could see another man working his way
through the trees toward the path taken by the
first. He looked back at the first limping toward the base of a hill of rock in which his
cave was located. The cougar seemed to sense

The cougar heard the coming of dawn before
it colored the sky. He heard the small creatures
of day wake up and start to move. The little birds
began to peep before breaking into real song.

that these men weren’t hunting him, but his

Paul rested now in the lee of a huge boulder.
It had been a long hard crawl across the meadow. He doubted that Frank was still in the
same place, but hadn’t been able to detect any
movement during the many pauses he took coming across. Suddenly he came alert. Above he
heard the small sound of a pebble rolling, then
at a distance another. Something was moving
across the face of the wall. Then he remembered
—of course, the cave. He’ll try to slip through
and out the opening in the back. He can get
another half hour start on me there. He’s rested
up and now wants to get going. And he slid
quickly and quietly in the other direction, then
began to climb up. He had to beat Frank to the
other entrance of the cave.
The cougar paused as he neared his lair. He
could smell a man below near the front entrance
so he swung alittle farther up the mountain and

stomach said it was time for dinner and game
wasn’t easily found where men were so he slipped
away and headed for the far side of the mountain
where hunting was good.
Paul approached the base of the first rocky
hill. He moved quietly toward it, slipping from
tree to tree, always staying behind cover. Suddenly the snap of a twig caused him to spin and
throw a shell into the chamber of the rifle. He
almost fired at the doe that bounded away, then
sighed with relief. But as he stood there looking
back at the deer the hair on his neck started

to crawl. It was like the time he had been stalking a grizzly, his hair had crawled on his neck
then. And later he had found a spot where the
bear had hidden and watched him approach. He
knew he was being watched now and slowly
turned around.
But there was nothing behind him. A wall
of boulders, two of them, one behind the other,
offered silent faces. He moved cautiously ahead.
He found where Frank had climbed the wall, had
stopped, but for a moment. At the top he came
to another meadow. The sun was all but gone

now, splashing brilliant red across the rocks be-

He left the carcass of the doe and headed back
to his lair to sleep through the day.

slipped in the other entrance in the rear.
Paul panted for breath as he topped the hill
and sped toward the small back way into the
cave. If Frank had come out he would soon know.
He bent to examine for prints when he heard a
shot and a scream. He came erect, but not before
he noticed the pad marks of an old tom cougar.
The cougar slipped into his lair through the

fore him. He stood in the deep shadows at the
edge of the opening. He scanned them. Something told him he had been watched from those
rocks, that Frank was tired, and that like his
namesake was now cornered and waiting. He

Pacing around in a circle he lowered himself. No
sooner had the big cat lain down than he heard
the sound of footsteps approach the entrance

decided to try an idea and stepped out into the

he had just used. They were silent steps, but

open and started across the meadow.
Far on the other side of the mountain the
prowling cougar heard the shot that shattered
the early dusk and paused. Then his nostrils

the sensitive ears heard them. Silently the cat
rose and slipped toward the front of the cave.

rear entrance and found a place to lay down.

As he neared it another man stepped into his
way. The sleek feline paused, then launched him-

caught the scent of a deer and he resumed his

self at the man in front of him and freedom. He

hunt.

screamed the peculiar scream of the cougar fam-

Paul silently cursed the full moon that had

ily, the scream of a woman in terror. There was
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a flash from a gun, the felt impact of a slug in

“Take the cruiser. Tell them they can come

the bunched muscles of his chest and then he
felt his claws find soft purchase. His scream was
joined by another, not as high pitched, but full

up tomorrow if they want and I'll show them
where he is. Tell them he’s dead, but if they
want to see I'll show them. Stay down and see
your folks if you want. I’m going to get some
sleep.”
“Yes, sir.”
“And throw out that old deer head.” Paul
was pointing to one on his wall. “No, never
mind I’ll do it myself. Get goin’.”’
“Yes sir.”

of real terror and he was falling into blackness.
Paul walked into the office late the next

afternoon. He threw the rifle to his deputy to
clean and without a word went to the back to
change out of his hunting clothes.

“Hey,” cried the surprised deputy, “ja get
him ?”
“Nope.”

“Get away?”
“Nope.”
“What happened?”
“Cougar got him.”
“Cougar got him? But...”
“Kirby got in his way, shot at him, they
both fell.”

ee as
“Buried him under rocks. You been down to
the city lately?”

“No. But what...”

After the deputy left an old man came into
the office. He came into Paul's little quarters
and simply looked at him. Paul shook his head
affirmatively, the old man left. He went outside
and hunkered down in the late afternoon sun
and looked at the mountain, rolled a cigarette
and smoked it. Inside Paul took down the stuffed
head and fingered the carving on the back of
the plaque.
“To little brother Paul ... Frank Kirby
Strong... “Cougar.”

May Sonnet
I sought my Love in sleepless nights of pain,
In haunted dreams of nameless things and wild,
And found in all of them again, again,
The shadow of a woman with a child.

I knew her not! I turned from her and fled
Adown lone avenues of cypress trees
And out among ruined towers, blank and dead—
And found her waiting there in brooding peace.
What would she, that she tireless followed me?
I sought my Love alone, in tired despair,
And trapped myself in my own finity
And fell at last—and so she found me there.
“Seek thou thy Love? I carry Him to thee.”
And silently She gave Her Child to me.

Therese Geis

A Summer's Buyers’ Guide to

__-Used Sportcars
Compiled by
Fred Aicher
and
Bob Antonick

It has been noted in the past that the approaching summer months often bring with them
a condition known as ‘Cunningham’s Disease’
which seems particularly contagious to college
students. The symptoms include insensitivity to
wind and the elements that verges on catatonia,
a passion for taking curves hard and fast, and

iously expensive, and with the pinch of next
year’s tuition upon them, students find it difficult to purchase a car which will satisfy the
hungry desire. With this in mind, Exponent has
contacted various experts, asking them for
pointers and things to look for while considering
a used sportcar.

glibly extolling the virtues of a bucket seat.
The prices range considerably, depending on
This is, of course, the classic yearning for
a sportcar, which often reaches its peak during
the summer vacation. Few people, once inflicted
with this craving, are satisfied until they can
be driving their own bona-fide sports machinery,
which invariably takes the form of a gratifyingly noisy, windy, and stiff-riding import.

But it is not without reason that racing is
termed the King of Sports. Sportcars are notor-

year, make, and condition. There seems to be no
national norm, but we have tried to indicate approximate costs. Each car has different characteristics, of course, and one should have an idea
of approximately what he is after before enter-

ing the market. One more thing to keep in mind
is that the cars pictured here are by no means
representative of all the cars available. They are,

however, a fairly accurate cross section of the
general qualities one can expect to encounter.

Beloved by rain-in-the-face enthusiasts, the MG TD boasts the classic sportcar flavor. Though
not spectacular in pick-up or speed categories, its crisp appearance and rugged touches
( folding
windsheild, negligible luggage room, totally useless rear “jump” seat) particularly appeal to
refined men of good taste. Women seem to be attracted to them and to a lesser degree, happily,
so are policemen. $1800 will buy a very good TD, with other models’ costs varying. They are, however, a bit finicky and require a conscientious amount of tuning. But to those who go in for
that sort of thing, they’re the living end.

For those who perfer a bit more in the “go” department, while still participating in the health-

AUSTINHEALEY

ful advantages of fresh air, the Austin Healey isthe answer. This four-bagger is known for its

racing prowess, extreme stability, and remarkable cornering. Prices vary greatly, but average
cost for a ’58 would be around $2500. These autos are meticulously crafted and while a common
chiropodist may be allowed to do general chassis work, vital work on the engine proper should
be executed only by a qualified M.D. Here, Doctor Richard C. Miller, class of ‘35, engages in
some delicate adjusting. Besides working on your car, an M.D. will also be available in treating your double pneumonia after driving around in approved open-top fashion.

A-H SPRITE
Hail, Blithe Sprite. Commonly known as the Beginner’s Sportcar, this English product is especially
known for its road-holding ability. Here, in action sequence shots, ace driver Tom Tumbusch demonstrates
the extremely difficult “Four Wheel Drift.”

fs

Sprites are particularly endearing automobiles and
give all the feel of larger sporting machinery. Used
Sprites range in cost from $600 to $1500, depending
on the amount of owner disillusionment.
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The car is now past the break of the curve. Note that
the rear wheels have left the ground. Although there
is some difference of opinion in racing circles, the
general consensus is that this should not be done.
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As the car passes the camera, it holds close to the line
of the road. At this point, the car is sliding slightly
to the right, ready to be accelerated straight out of
the turn. This procedure, incidentially, is not recommended while in school zones or in front of Highway
Patrol Posts.

ii
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Having entered the turn, the Sprite’s front wheels are
now turned away from the line of the road, allowing
the car to be guided with proper usage of the throttle. Uncanny, no?

FERRARI
There are, of course, those students who require something more substantial than the standard sportcar. For a nominal sum of $3500, only one quarter of its original price, you can pick
up a good 1952 Ferrari, Superleggera Type 4.9. With this sort of car, years make no difference,
and you can amuse yourself while toying with its twenty-four sparkplugs, three carburetors,
and four overhead cams. Extra crankshafts, which have an annoying tendency to snap occasionally, can be had at better automotive supply stores for about $2400. In the gran turisimo class,
this car offers an optimum of prestige and speed (240 kilometers), the novelty of right-hand
drive, and a non-synchronized gearbox for that gutty shifting sound. Owners of lesser sportcars
are always struck with awe upon encountering this formidable machine, and while foot kissing
is admittedly a bit extreme, protocol demands no less than a respectful salute, humbly executed.

The Path to Rome

urvivors Wy‘and
Reviews of the

by HILAIRE BELLOC
Longmans, 1902. 448 pages.

and the Worthy

Among travel books, among books of any
sort, Belloc’s Path to Rome towers like the Alps,

like some great Gothic cathedral.
The book is a record of an unusual pilgrimage which the author made on foot from Toul in

France, through Lorraine, through part of Switzerland, across the Lombard plain to Rome.
But The Path to Rome is more than a
travelogue. Belloc includes in it descriptions of
the places he passed through, the people he met,
the wines he tasted, and all are held together by
the author’s philosophical reflections and hearty
good spirits.
The particular beauty of the book is that
it can be read time and again with no loss of
freshness or the initial enjoyment. It is worth
ten thousand guide-books, for no man was ever
less a tourist than Belloc. He writes at times of
places where he did not know the language and
could not make himself understood by the people,
yet the reader feels that Belloc is in some way
native to the place—perhaps even more so than
the natives. The reason for this is that Belloc
is native to Christian Europe. He speaks of beginning the journey from his native place, but
the truth is that he never left it—he only
visited it.
To cite just one example of many which
are characteristic of Belloc’s ability to blend his
philosophy in with the landscape:

All you that have had your souls touched at the

innermost, and have attempted to release yourselves
in verse, and have written trash—(and who know it)
—be comforted. You shall have satisfaction at last, and
you shall attain fame in some other fashion—perhaps
in journalism. You will be granted a prevision of complete success, and your hearts shall be filled—but you
must not expect to find this mood on the Emilian Way
when it is raining.

So it goes with many things.
This book is especially indispensable for
two types of people: those who can afford to
travel to Europe, and those who cannot.
Those who are going to Europe should read
it so that they will know, not only where Europe
is, but what it is; they cannot find this out from
any other source. If they read this book, and
understand it, they will be saved from the
scourge of acting like American tourists.
For those who, like this reviewer, cannot
afford to go to Europe, the book is an everlasting source of enjoyment. Read it every summer in place of taking a vacation; it is much less

expensive, just as enjoyable, and much more
gratifying.
After reading this book, the reader feels

elevated for he has made a pilgrimage to the best
territory there is—Belloc’s soul.

We Hold These Truths

Catholic Reflections on the American Proposition
by JOHN COURTNEY MURRAY, S.J.
Sheed and Ward, 1960. 336 pages.
Structurally, We Hold These Truths is a
series of essays done over a ten year period.
Teleologically, it is a definitive, intellectual ex-

olic citizen’s reflections on the ultimate civil
question: “What are the truths we hold?”

ploration and evaluation of the American Propo-

the patrimony of “Western constitutionalism,

sition, i.e., the “public consensus or the public

classic and Christian’’; the intellectual heritage

philosophy of America.” Essentially, it is a Cath-

(continued on page 29)

The American public consensus is heir to
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In our attic yesterday I founda flag of thick silk
starred and barred
with torn places

and some dead crusted spots
And I took it to my mother, who looked at it
And she said ‘““My grandfather took that from a Confederate soldier
in the States’ War’’
And I asked her if she was proud of him
but she didn’t answer me
I took the flag down our street to an old lady
who sits rccking away her days
And she put her cracked old fingers into the silk
and whispered ‘‘Oh God”
And her dim eyes turned back from me
down a long avenue inside her soul
And I was afraid of her

So I rolled up the flag and ran back to our house
And I dropped it on the sidewalk
And Old Mame, who sews for us, picked it up with her warm chocolate hands
and put it into my arms
And I said ‘“The Civil War freed the colored people. My teacher says so”
And she laughed

and said ‘Did it?”
If this is a year to celebrate, this Centennial Sixty-One,
This Civil War Birthday,
I wonder what it is we’re celebrating?
by THERESE GEIS
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WE HOLD THESE TRUTHS
(continued from page 27)

Mary as May
Thy way,

Oh May
of truths that makes men and their civilizations
and makes them true. The American condition
was, from its inception, characterized as a
pluralist society, yet from this religious pluralism must come dialogue, an orderly conversation
ultimately productive of union in civil society.
But this orderly conversation, the sine qua non
of an American consensus, cannot be obtained
without agreement on fundamental philosophical
and moral presuppositions.
America needs a public philosophy. The
denial of this statement is presently failing to

work, and is “daily proving its own falsity,” for
today, America seems preoccupied with the
“small-souled purpose of survival,’ the consequence of no American consensus. The insecurity
of the contemporary scene is a symptom of a
deeper malaise in the American body politic, the
inability to answer fundamental questions because of a lack of a public philosophy. In his conclusion, Father Murray calls for a reaffirmation
of the natulal law as America’s rediscovery of
these truths that we hold.
Idealism has a fire all its own. If it does
not catch, at least it can singe. Father Murray’s
form of a paradoxical practical-idealism has an
intellectual cogency all its own. Though this book
is a remarkable philosophical analysis of the
American dilemma, it cannot reach the average
American citizen. It can never touch the American middle-class mind unless there is a filtering
down process, which is, if anything, gradual to
the slowest degree. But the book does give a
realization of how basic, how moral, how internal
is the American dilemma, and of how imperative
is the demand of a policy with a philosophy. We
have become the outcasts of our own minds,
pacing a mental quarterdeck on what could be a
sinking ship.

Is of changing promise—
the promise of April’s springs
to fervent feasts of June;
Of spreading scented, fragrant
Petals, through bearing fruit.

Beginning of the warm!
Promise of things to come—
Wine to quench the thirst.
In thee life quickens and begins;
renewed, revived, revitalized,
Reanimated with Love.
Sweet breath upon the pillow of the land!
“Awaken,”
call out to all,
“He who cometh,

He is here.”

“Robert O'Connell, S.M.

a call to life
Blackened by nature, blackened by men,
He stands alone and still
In this world of progress without growth.
Once possessed, he is now no longer;
But he is not yet his own.
Egalitarian ways are his in letter,
But this letter cannot find its life
In the cold in which
The letter of the law of love lies frozen.
O man fully man in birth,
O man held less than man in life,
Arise, but avenge not
The deeds of men less than men in love.

—Mary R. Mattingly

‘Bro. “Paul A. ‘Dirks, S§.M.

| LIKE FUNERALS
I like to go to funerals
the room is so quiet
and smells so nice.
Sometimes, when the busses
are running
I go to the same one twice.
I’ve been to every kind I
know;
some wet
some dry
some so strange
you couldn’t imagine
no matter how you’d
try.
I remember the first.
I was only a child,
and my father put his
big hands around me
to lift, and kiss the
body—bye.
I did it, although
afraid
that soon I too
would die.
More than the salt or siena
earth
I recall the wake in
the kitchen,
the greetings and hello’s
the pink ribbon on the sen-sen.
It was all too wonderful
to see how you could
enjoy yourself.
After all the liquid still
burnt your throat, the
cards were brittle, you
had your
health.
I decided to join this
cortege coterie, be the
best of the wet ones that
cry on the dieu
And sign my name in
all those books setting
under a light

funeral of all the
funerals that I’ve
got.
The husband held the
frail thing’s hand
under her shawl.
And as they lowered
the small little
box into the blanket
I heard her give
a call,
“Goodbye honey!”
It wasn’t anything
you say!
Not if you compare it to
expensive ones.
Those that have
real brass hinges
and eloquent
testimony of
Madison Avenue sons.
But it was simple,
and pure without
the divan and
glass coupe hearse.
And who ever
said, “Honey” instead
of “ ... the strain on the
purse!”
Put purity into the ground!
It sanctifies, renders
clean.
Gives strength and hope.
Folly to put your
money in a box
or powdered
heliotrope.
I like funerals.
I like to watch the
people
talk about caked
powder,
or how nice they looked
but never told them.
Now they’ll have to talk

like all the family friends

much louder.

do.
It was in Maine and

I like to know what
they think!

it was snowing

What will they think of me?

hard
and my red gloves
couldn’t keep my hands
hot,
that I had the nicest

What did you say last time?
What will you say if
there is a next
time?
BRO. MICHAEL MORRIS, S.M.

JEAN RAPHAEL

Down With Conformity
Before I join the orderly ranks of my fellow
non-conformists, I would like to profess the
creed that forms the basis of my confusing life.
I like daylight (it being reportedly essential), chamber music and comic books. I favor
alcoholism and education, am a champion of
cartoonists rights, despise raw cottage cheese
and TV.
Let me explain myself.
After considerable research into the psychological workings of the human being, I have
come to the conclusion, using Peanuts as my
guide, that there is nothing so frustrating as
success. I cite Dr. Walter Mitty as my authority
in making this stetement. Consider the extreme
anguish caused by the Mountie getting his man,
Dobie Gillis getting his girl, and Lassie getting
her bone. Wouldn’t it be a soothing balm to our
crushed egoes to see Tarzan falling out of a
tree occasionally, or to have Perry Mason lose
a case, or even to have the Lone Ranger miss

his horse in the running broad jump? Think of
the extreme pleasure caused at seeing a clown
slip on a banana peel. Do we not laugh because
we’ve done the same thing ourselves? Are we
not happy because we see life as the truly dirty
frustrating experience it is?
Being a thoroughly frustrated member of
the human race myself, it is no wonder that I
prefer alcoholism and education to watching

TV. Since survival depends upon being frustrated happily, I can see no reason for subjecting
myself to the hypnotic stare of the one-eyed
monster in a darkened room. I prefer daylight.
I would much rather sit with my book and my
bottle and forget about the great American
success story of which I am no part. I would
rather cheer downtrodden cartoonists any day.
The cartoonists life is a bed of thorns. He
slaves to hold a mirror to humanity, yet humanity spits at the image he presents. Instead
of seeing the essential depth of his portrayal,
the public writes letters to the editor concerning
missing toes and fingers. The cartoonist, the
conscience of the country, presents a problem

feelings, this exponent, this paragon of virtuous
drawing.
Enough.
There remain but a few short chapters in
the simple story of my life. Comic books, chamber music and cottage cheese.
;
Is anything more revolting? It is indeed
an enormous crime to set the three in such
close proximity, to combine the exquisite enjoyment of the classics with cottage cheese.
The very gods weep.

But now I hear the ever advancing tread
of the army of non-conformists.
I must hasten to do my part. Down with con-

formity . . and cottage cheese. Down with TV.

Thunder in the Sun
Man has created his own sun. For eons he
had stood in fearful fascination of that destructive yet creative power. Often, misguided, he
has worshipped it, lived his life by its sole
direction, sacrificed the lives of others to it.
When he dreamed of power, he dreamed of sunlike power. When he dreamed of freedom, he
dreamed of sun-like freedom. When he dreamed
of wisdom, he dreamed of sun-like wisdom, wisdom gained by looking on all men, all space,
all time.

Now man has begun a fearful creation. He
has brought about new matter by the fusion of
old, and in so doing, has brought about explosions of energy to rival any star. He has experienced the creation and destruction formerly
achieved only by the sun.
But instead of being master of his child,
as he had hoped, man stands in awe before the

creation of his hands. He stands fascinated as it
lashes out against him, as it carries him to
destruction.
Man has opened a door that no one can
close, yet he hesitates on the threshold. He sees

himself walking into a fiery furnace. Like a
child he trembles at the thunder behind it.
Man, the child, the imitator of the creative
power of his God, must turn again to his Father.

of human misery to be corrected, and the news-

Only as the child finds protection from the un-

paper editor refuses to print the strip. Consider
the unhappy frustration, the injustice being done
to this noblest of humans, this outlet for hostile

known in his father’s arms, so will man find
protection from the flames of destruction in the

strong arms of God.
31

The Tragedy of the Trap
by JEAN RAPHAEL
Once upon a time, there was an imaginative monkey. Since he was so very imaginative,
he built a bigger and better mousetrap, and of
course, the world beat a path to his door. A
good part of the world was left right there,
however, for while our monkey was imaginative,
he was not very dexterous.
Using his imagination again, the monkey
decided to hire a crew of trained monkeys to
produce the traps the world awaited. Each of
the monkeys he hired had an inherent skill and
pride of craftmanship. Each of them put a
little of himself into each trap he built, so that
the traps had a beauty and grace of line never
before equalled.
But the imaginative monkey was not satisfied. He was not making enough money. Then
he heard that everybody's doing it. Doing what?
Why, organizing, of course! This sounded like
a right lucrative idea, so the imaginative monkey
set up a production line. Instead of building a
whole trap himself, each monkey had to make
only one hand movement. Instead of four traps

a day, four thousand poured off the line. With
a little pressure and a few promises of extra
bonuses this was upped to five thousand.
But the trained monkeys were not happy.
They no longer discussed baseball and argued
politics after work. They took down the gay
curtains from their windows and let their flowers run to weeds. All they were interested in
was making their one hand movement and in
making it faster and faster.
The traps suffered too. They became smaller
and smaller, worse and worse. They lost their
unique beauty and grace.

But the monkeys didn’t care. They worked
overtime and undertime and around time. They
made money, money, money. The imaginative
monkey made money. Only the world lost money.
But that was not all it lost. Soon it too began
to look as drab as the trained monkeys. It too

forgot about skill and pride of craftmanship. It
too thought of nothing but making one hand
movement all day long.
And all this happened because of a bigger
and better mousetrap. Or did it?

Summer and the Lake
In vaulted black and
Piney-carpet wood
The trouted lake
Sun-boiled
Riotous blue
Languid laps
On rusty stone
And tangled twig.
Quiet cool
Rainbow-brown

Splashy-warm
Sleepy.

eo ae

Hunting for a summer job?
We can’t help you there
but we can wish you luck
in the months to come
and the years to follow

EXPONENT

